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my placability, almost in one breath assured the
itinerants that I was a grand gentleman, and had
plenty of money, and was very kind to poor folk,
and informed me that this was Willie Steenson,
* Wandering Willie, the best fiddler that ever
kittled thairm (catgut) with horsehair/ I asked
him if he was of this country. l This country!'
replied the blind man, * and of every country in
broad Scotland, and a wee bit of England to the
boot. But yet I am in some sense of this country,
for I was born within hearing of the roar of Sol-
way'.' "

I must pause again to tell the modern reader
that no word is ever used by Scott in a hackneyed
sense. For three hundred years of English
commonplace, roar has rhymed to shore, as
breeze to trees; yet in this sentence the word is
as powerful as if it had never been written till
now! for no other sound of the sea is for an in-
stant comparable to the breaking of deep ocean,
as it rises over great spaces of sand. In its rise
and fall on a rocky coast, it is either perfectly
silent, or, if it strike, it is with a crash, or a blow
like that of a heavy gun. Therefore, under or-
dinary conditions, there may be either splash, or
crash, or sigh, or boom; but not roar. But the
hollow sound of the countless ranks of surfy
breakers, rolling mile after mile in ceaseless fol-
owing, every one of them with the apparent